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GANG LUDtt.- 




Tutt .lEVEB EVEN HAD A CHANCC TO SPEND 
THEIff iLL-GarTER GAW5. 0«eS WHEN ■>:.-.;' 
WH FOLICE CAE, TWO Of THE SONS WESF 
KflLED IH A TERRFfC GUN SflTlE. THIS BKDKf 



(If THE ACTIVITIES OF THESES FOB 
WHILE AID MAMALONE ANDTHE R=MA1HWG 
TWO SOWS SETTLED DOWI INA COWffPy 
HIDEOUT. SUT HERsTWfy WERE RNA11V 
FOUHP SfTHE PELE,YriESS G-rtEH AHDTKE 
LAST TWO SOffS WEE SHOT OOVffl, AW 



MA MALO.Y£,THEIffLFADFR, 
WAS FORCED TD SufiffENMf?. 

Ohce MOitE rr w*s FGoteo 

THAT HO CBJMINAL CAK LO«& 
KWJ ' JW iCVttS ARM OF 

THE LAW* 



THE MAGNETIC 
MAN 




THROUGH The MEWISBELTEUag 
TRIC CHARGE5 NUM8 DAVEV5 

SKAii'-l AND Q?t\] A PATH FCr, 
TiiTCLCVirSVhl^hT \VAVE5 
TO TRAVEL. 



NOW CCWFlETELV $1 THE ClOWM'S 
POWER, FOGS DAVEY DCi\i5 THE 
MINIATURE CLOWN SUIT. . 





NEXT THE CLOWN AND DAVEY HIT THE CITY 

POLICE HEADQ-LAkTc^S LK= A CYCLONE,.- „ 




THEN MftSNO KJUDW5 SPEEDILY 
IN THE PATH OF THE CLOWN, 
REPAIRING DAMAGE AS ME GOES 




WAGNO HELPS DAVEY UP AND 

GU:C<LY 7El.'.S WM WHAT HA5 
HAPPENED, BlfT. 




K1D5, DCN'T MISS THE NEXT 
15SUE CP SUPER-MYSTERY 
COMICS-' DWEV AND MA6NO 
HAVE A TEKSiFiC SU^raS? RKYCU 





as vuCrtAN cowes closer he 




WHAT HAPPENED ?} ^-^ThOSE C 
— - -- ^STOL 




IT WAS SWELL OF VOL) 
TO GET THIS MONEY, 
BACK FOR U&. IT 
5EEMS EVERYTHING TWHAT 
HAS HAPPENED ON /DO VOL) 
THIS JOB TO HOLD /( MEAN? 
VS UP 




YOU CAN'T TAKE US 
THROUGH THAT FIRE. 
WE'LL BE BURNED ' 




DON'T STOP THAT, 
THE WHOLE-TUNNEL 
WILL COLLAPSE 




MEANWHILE, IN THE PAL ATI A*. HOME 
OF ZANE COSTA, A FEW MILES AWAV 




HARRIS EXPLAINS ABOUT THE EXPLOSION 



VULCAN HAS BROUGHT L— ' WHAT 
HELEN BACK TO ME, J( HAPPENED, MR 
ANYHOW.THANK ^ \^ HARRIS? 
GOODNESS 

w 




AHOTHZR WP-ROARING VULCAN ADVENTURE 
IN THE N5XT ISSUE OP 

SUPSR MYST&RY CQM/CS 



AM£R/CA'S D£££NDER O P LiBERTy A'^fcj'Ol 
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fLACK 
fr/P£R 

When Ralph nelson, da, finds justice stalled 

by the red tape and loopholes of court law, 

he becomes the mysterious black spider 

and take's the case into wis own hands. 

. only his lovely secretary, peo-g-y dod&e, 

.v knows that ralph nelson is the nemesis 

c of criminals -the black spider. 



A WITNESS SPEAKS AT THE TRIAL 
OF JOE BOYLAN, A TRUCK DRIVER. 



YES, SIR, I WAS IN THIS LUNCHWAGON 
AND I HEARD JOE BOYLAN TELL 
THE CROOKS THAT HE'D STOP HIS 
TRAILER TRUCK TWO MILE'S DOWN 
THE ROAD. THEN 





THE DEFENDANT WILL > 
REFRAIN FROM ANV 1 
MORE SUCH 0UTBUR5TS/ 
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, D.A.RALPH NELSOW- 
SUM5 UP THE CASE AGAINST JOE BOYLAN 



-AND 50 VOU MUST FIND THAT JOSEPH 
BOYLAN IS GUILTY OF AIDING" IN THE 

THEFT OF FIVE AUTOMOBILES 
FROM HIS EMPLOYERS; THE 
ACME MOTOR CAR COMPANY 




NICE- GOING; NELSON. (HAD 
YOU GOT A CONVICTION ON 

THAT CAR i — - =rj 

THIEF j y I'M NOT, ^ 




what! why, there was 


ENOU&H EVIDENCE TO CONVICT 


HIM HALF A DOZEN TIMES. 


YOU'RE TOO \, '— < 


SOFT, NELSON / MAYBE 


■ . . .—^YOU'RE RIGHT 
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IN THE D.A.'S PRIVATE OFFICE... 



RALPH, YOU'RE 
NOTeOING- 
TO LET THAT 
POOR TRUCK 
DRIVER GO 
TO PRISON i 
YOU KNOW AS 
WELL AS I DO 
THAT HE WAS 
FRAMED 



YES. PEC-G-Y, 
BUT IT WAS 
MY DUTY AS 
DISTRICT ATTORNEY 
TO CONVICT 
HIM, IN THE 
FACE OF ALL 
THAT. EVIDENCE 




THERE'S A LOT OF THING-S TO 
BE CLEARED UP ON THAT CASE, 
YET. WHERE" THE CARS WERE 
TAKEN - WHO THE REST OF THE 
GANG IS, EVEN IF B0YU1N SHOULD 
BE GUILTY. 
I'M AFRAID THE 

BLACK 

SPIDER 
MUST GO 

INTO 
ACTION 






NOW, SPIKE, I WANT TO 
KNOW THE HEAL TRUTH 
ABOUT THAT STOLEN CAR 
BUSINESS AND 
BOYLAN t—^X TOLD MY 
STORY ON THE 
WITNESS 5TAND. 
YOU AIN'T OOT 
NO RIGHT-- 



5W 



I'LL TEACH 
YOU TO - 


*Y OH, NO,, 

Jyou oont! 
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THE TWO MEN FIGHT 
FOR THE &UM 





I'VE &OT IT l) 




tSg% 
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NOW talk! tell me wmo 

PAID YOU TO LIE ON THE 
WITNE55 STAND AMD 
FRAME YOUNG- 
80I/LAN t-r-s I DON'T 

KNOW! 

DON'T KNOW 



■^r 




FIFTEEN MINUTES.LATEK, 
IN A STRETCH OF WOODS 



I THINK WHEN YOU &ET 
IN THE 8LACK SPIDER'S 

WEB, YOU'LL TALK, SPIKE 



THE BLACK SPIDER WORKS 
A HIDDEN LEVER AND THE 
ENTRANCE TO THE CAVE 
OPENS UP 



WELL, SPIKE, HOW DO^ 
VOL) LIKE THE 

BLACK SPIDER'S web 





EEEEYOW/ take \ 

THEM AWAY! I -I'LL J LIKE IT 

TELL VOU EVERYTH1NG- 
I KNOW ! 




! WAS HIRED BY A GANG- 
OP CAR THIEVES, TO TELL 
THAT STORY IN COURT. 
THEYRE GOING- TO PULL 
ANOTHER JOB, TONIGHT 
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THAT'S WHAT 1 \ 
WANTED TO KNOW, ) 
^ SPIKE "J 
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WHEN YOU COME TO, 

MR, SPIKE , THIS WHOLE 

INCIDENT WILL JUST BE 

A HEADACHE TO YOU 




YOU GOING- 
TO TURN 
ME LOOSE? 



SURE- 

1BUT FIR5T 

WANT TO 

GIVE YOU 

SOMETHING 



THERE'S A NICE SOFT 

, BED FOR YOU UNTIL 

YOU SNAP OUT OF IT 
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WE'VE UNLOADED ALL YOUR NICE NEW 
CARS, BUDDY. GET BACK IN YOUR A 
WAGON AND DON'T TRY 
TO FOLLOW ANY OP US / I -I'LL L05E. 
OR YOU &ET BLASTED / MY JOB OW 




MEANWHILE, SPIKE HAS COME TO, AND 
GONE BACK TO TOWN 

I'M GONNA KILL TWO BIRDS WITH - 
ONE STONE NOW. ILL GET REVENGE 
ON THE BLACK SPIDER 
AND FIX THAT HOT-CAR 
GANG FOR &ETTIN&- 

ME INTO THIS 




WANT TO SPEAK ] 8L.ACK 
TO IN5PEC70R /SPIDER: 
STERN. IT'S /u/nW/ 
IMPORTANT. 1 WWW/ 
IT'S ABOUT J I'LL TELL 

THE ^f^ HIM 
BLACK \ IMMEDIATELY 

SPIDER 




IN ONE" OF THe STCLlN C^"- 

WiTH THE BLACK SPIDER 

AS THE CR00K5 NEAR THEIR 

&ARAG-E BA5E 




THERE'S A SPY 
HERE. HE'S 
OVER THERE 




THE CAR THIEVES ATTACK A&AIN AND 
" E BLACK SPIDER FINDS HIMSELF 
IN A TERRIFIC 'FI&HT 



QUICKLY. WITH ON- 
HAND, AS HE FIGHTS 
WITH THE OTHER. THE 
BLACK SPIDEK RELEASES 
SOME OF HIS LITTLE 
PETS FROM THEIR 
SPECIAL HOLDER 





HEW 
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T H 




READ THE ADVENTURES OF 
THE SLACK SPIDER 

IN EVERY ISSUE OF 
SUPER-MYSTERY COMIC? 
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By Cliff Howe 



VICTORO LOY clambered dovm from the cab 
seat, slunk along the dark side of the monster 
truck upon which was mounted the huge can- 
non that would soon hurl Calligl, the human bullet, 
high through the air— for the last time. No one but 
Loy knew this would be Caliijri's Isst performance. 
Not even Calligi knew that. Tonight Calligi was go- 
ingto miss the net, crash to solid earth. 

Loy had just backed the giant truck into position 
before the long grandstand at the State Pair, and 
the cannon's muzzle, though not yet elevated, had 
-already been set ■ihrectior.aily, aimed at the wide- 
spread net four hundred feet away, by Verdi, the 
human bullet's chief assistant. 

No one could see Loy as he moved in the black 
shadows of the truck. He was on the side opposite 
the grandstand. The other side of the truck was 
brilliantly lighted. Po-.vei:ul arcs, centered from the 
grandstand roof, made bright the aluminum car- 
riage and mounted cannon. Calligi and his helpers 
stood in the dazzling Hirhi waiting- for the master 
of ceremonies to announce the -feature act of the 
(air — the human bullet; 

Loy stopped in the darkness, midway along the 
giant truck. His eyes were hot 2nd glittery. A mur- 
derous resolve lurked in those crafty, feverish eyes. 
He focused the narrow beam of a pocket light on 
the indicators. Verdi had set the muzzle four points 
to the right, to take care of wind deflection and 
resistance, 

Loy slipped a glove on his slim right hand, quickly 
:.■>:-!£!■ so?, the ca-.ch that locked tiie crank, turned the 
crank very, very slowly He swung the muzzle four 
points in the or^osiu; direction— to the left. He 
locked the crank, took off his glove. There would 
be no fingerprints on the crank handle except Verdi's. 

If any misfortune came unon Calligi, Loy felt- 
certain he would take Calligi's place." Loy would 
ptCOmc the human bullet and command big money 
Loy weighed exactly the same as Calligi and wag 
till 5 same tu^'.;. In ribsaiiils and tryouts Loy al- 
ways tool; Calligi's place. So why 'couldn't he do It 
before the grandstand, ar.il get the pay? He could, 
-and he had definitely resolved that he would. 

So tonight one- hundred thousand spectators, fill- 
ing all av&iSai !e seats tier upon tier and overflowing 
pan the bleachers into long lines around the race 
track fence, would see Calligi hurtle from the can- 
non's mouth, describe a wide aTc high above the 
grandstand, plunge downward and miss the net. 

The next job now. in the death scheme, was to 
change the weather flags living from the staffs on 
the fair office. Only a week ago Calligi had sus- 
tained a slight internal injury, when, halfway f rom ■ 
the cannon's snout to the net, high in the air. the 
strong breeze had flipped him, caused him to land 
on his shoulder aS--.cz ; missing the net. 

Since then Calligi had demanded special weather- 
bureau reports on Wind velocity and direction. The 
fair officials began displaying weather flags giving 
this information. CaiiiKi's Lerfc.rm.ar.ces had previ- 
ously been given under canvas circus tops, where 
wind directions were not taken into consideration. 

LOY flicked an apprehensive glance to the great. 
I open stage before the grandstand. Not much 
time left. High above In the dazzling glare of a 
battery of powerful lights, a group of aerialists 
were tossing each other back and forth with amaz- 
ing dexterity. On the stage below, a company of 
slim young women in tights danced. Sequins and 
brilliants glittered. The band was playing loudly. 
Loy guessed he would have ample time for o dash 
across the lot 10 the Fair office. 



In the darkness behind the small office building, 
Loy sought for the ropes to the flagstaff's. The fair 
officials had not adopted the weather bureau custom 
of displaying" red and white lanterns at night in- 
stead of the flags. The grounds were brilliantly 
lighted, the flags could be plainly seen. 

Loy doubted if anyone would notice the change 
of flags. Even if 3omeone did. it would naturally be 
supposed that the fair secretary was making the 
change in regular order. 

Loy found the ropes. As he unfastened them he 
looked up, at the fluttering colors. From one staff 
a square flag. flew, the upper half white, the lower 
half blue, indicating local showers which, as yet, 
had not arrived. Loy. did not disturb this flag; but 
sought out the rope to the other staff, from which 
flew two flags— a pennant above a square flag. 

He quickly lowered these flags on one. rope, re- 
versed their positions — fastened the red pennant 
fceloiu the square flag. Then he ran the flags back 
to the top of the staff. 

The signals now indicated strong southeasterly 
winds. And Loy had deflected the cannon muzzle 
for winds from that direction. But the stiff wind 
now blowing was from an entirely different point 
of the compass, Verdi had pointed the gun accord- 
ing to the true course of the wind, as correctly in- 
dicated by the flags before Loy changed them. 

The Fair officials would conclude, after the <fatal 
accident to the human bullet, that the secretary 
had made a mistake In displaying the signals- 
had displayed the right flags, but the wrong one 
above the other. Verdi might insist that he had 
seen the flags flying in the proper order, and that 
his setting of the cannon had been correct, but the 
position of the gun muzzle would indicate differ- 
ently. The officials would assume that he had 
pointed the gun in keeping with the wrong signals. 

No one but Verdi, the human bullet's' chief as- 
sistant, was allowed to set the cannon. Only Verdi's 
fingerprints would be found on the levers and cranks. 

Loy made fast the ropes, darted Into the black 
shadows between huge hulks of circus wagons, and 
back across the lot to the mammoth cannon, Above 
the din of the midway came the raucous cries 
the bull-voiced barkers at the side shows and the 
leather-lunged hawkers of peanuts, popcorn, cold 
custard and toy balloons. 

The last stage act in front of the grandstand was 
ending. The performers were bowing to loud ap- 
plause. Then they raced off-stage. Cymbals were 
uasnn'.s-, horns blaring. 

Lights went out on the stage. More batteries of 
powerful arcs were centered on £he great cannon 
and the net. Calligi, in a suit of ' asbestos compo- 
sition, mounted the cannon, walked along the top 
of the huge barrel. He swung down over the snout, 
thrust his legs and body into the muzzle. Verdi was 
at the controls, the giant gun's snout began to lift, 
carrying its human projectile into the air 

THE master of ceremonies stepped before a small 
microphone, talked into it. and his amplified 
voice thundered from clusters of loud speakers. 

"Ladees and gentlemen! Cast all eves to the 
mouth of yonder cannon! Behold Calligi, "the human 
bullet, the world's greatest daredevil, who will now 
be shot from that monster gun with the tremendous 
speed of a cannori ball for your approval and en- 
tertainment. The premiere act of its kind in all the 
world! The most sensational, death-defying feat ever 
attempted by a human being!" 

The cannon's harrel was now elevated approxi- 
mately forty degrees. 



"Calligi, are you ready!" thundered the amplified 
voice of the master of ceremonies. 

Calligi, with only his head and arms protruding 
from the cannon's muzzle, waved a hand. The band 
had stopped playing. The great mob of men, women 
and children was silent, tensely waiting for the 
breath-taking exhibition. 1 

Suddenly a cloud of smoke belched from the giant 
maw, accompanied by a deafening blast that shook 
the earth. 

Calligi, hurled from the cannon not by the ex- 
ploiting charge of powder but by compressed air 
and spring mechanism, was thing outward and up- 
ward in a high curve above, the waving pennants 
on the grandstand, with terrific speed — and then he 
plunged downward. His speeding body missed the 
net by inches, plummeted to the hard earth, thudded 
heavily in a twisted, broken heap. 

For a breathless second the close-packed mass 
of humanity was held Immovable by horror. Then 
from several sections of the grandstand, simultane- 
ously, came the shrill, high screams of women. 
Pandemonium followed. The wild, surging crowd 
crashed the race track fences, swarmed across the 
field in a mad stampede. The shrill wail of an am- 
bulance, kept in readiness for emergencies, stabbed 
the night air. 

AN hour later, in the Fair offices, the human bul- 
let's assistants were being questioned by Po- 
lice Chief Crane. 

Mayer, the Fair association's secretary, chalky 
and' trembling, stoutly denied that he had made a 
mistake in displaying the weather flags. 

The president of the exposition, Samuelson, re- 
garded Mayer fixedly with stern, reproachful eyes. 
"Mayer, it certainly looks like you've made a ter- 
rible mistake" 

Chief Crane shook his head gravely. "Some one 
has been criminally negligent, or — " grim lines 
etched deeply around the corners of his hard mouth 
— "or this has been a carefully planned murder." 

President Samuelson paled. 

Crane strode square-shouldered to Verdi. "Come 
outside, Verdi." 

Loy Immediately sensed a queer, uneasy feeling 
as he watched Chief Crane and Verdi leave the of- 
fice. They stopped beside a red-and-yellow circus 
wagon near the door, but the loud, rhythmic ex- 
haust from the electric power plant motors not far 
away prevented Loy from hearing the conversation 
that followed. Verdi gesticulated excitedly as he 
talked. Then Loy saw the man who had been using 
the fingerprint brushes and powder come up, call 
Chief Crane aside. He spoke close to Crane's ear. 

Crane nodded, turned suddenly, made for the of- 
fice. He motioned for Verdi to "follow. 

Chief Crane's square face was set In hard lines 
when he entered. "The indications are." he began 
slowly, "that the weather signals were displayed 
Incorrectly, indicating southeasterly winds, and that 
Verdi set the cannoa accordingly. He was the only 
person authorized to touch the controls. His finger- 
prints are on the levers, and only hi3. The wind was 
blowing from an entlrelv different direction. So 
Calligi missed the net." 

Verdi was white and white-lipped. The .muscles 
In Mayer's pale face twitched nervously. 

"I said those are the indications," said Chief 
Crane queerly. "but that is not what happened." His 
cold eyes now held a steely glint. 

Loy suddenly felt the blood pounding In his 

"In the first place," said Crane, speaking with 
slow deliberation that made his words doubly im- 
pressive, "Verdi is certain that he didn't set the 
cannon four points to the left as we now find it. 
In the second place, Mayer claims these weather 
flags are not like he displayed them earlier tonight. 
Of course, both might be mistaken about that." 



Chief Crane stroked his bonv jaw while his broad 
brow knotted into a frown. "Verdi think3 somebody 
changed that gun setting. AH of Calllgi's assistants 
were with Calligi— except Loy. Verdi says Loy was 
out of sight for a few minutes just before that act." 
He swung on Loy suddenly. "What about that, Loy?" 

Loy felt a cold chill creep between his shoulder 
blades, but knew Crane had nothing on him. "No. 
I was right there by the truck. And I never touched 
that gun." 

"Do you know who set the gun?" demanded Crane, 

Loy stared With smoldering eyes. "Verdi did — just 
like he said. He always aet9 it. Nobody else is al- 
lowed to point it." 

Chief Crane nodded significantly. "You'd Eft-ear 



he t 



: It? 1 



"Sure." 
"Yoi 



■ him." 



"Yes, I s 

"When?" 

."Just after I backed the truck in place. Verdi 
went to the crank, and I saw him look at the flags 
on the fair office. Then he set- the gun." 

Crane pushed tensely forward, narrowed eyes ex- 
pectant. "You saw him look at the flags?" 

Loy knew his testimony on that point was highly 
important. He instantly decided to emphasize It. 
"Sure. He looked twice at the Hags. He took a good 
look: then set the gun." 

"That's a lie:" blurted Verdi, his white lips writh- 
ing, his undersized chin trembling. "I didn't set the 
gun from the flags at all. I — " 

"Why didn't you, Verdi ?" interruoted Chief Crane 
abruptly. His voice had a smoothness about it that 
seemed treacherous, puzzled Loy. 

LOY was Immediately conscious that ha must in- 
j terrupt — must challenge Verdi's statement. 

"Yes: he did set that cannon from the flags:" 
contradicted Loy, his voice rising. His swarthy neck 
swelled as his anger mounted. "That's what those 
flag are there for, and he knows it." Venom glowed 
sultrily on his slack lips. "I was standing right by 
him. He looked at the flags, and I heard him say: 
'Red flag below square flag— southeasterly winds.' 
Then he set. the gun." 

A queer, knowing glint lurked in Crane's slitted 
eyes. "Mow, . Verdi," his smooth,, treacherous voice 
purred on, "if you didn't go by the weather flags, 
how did you set the cannon — upon what informs- 

Verdi's right hand flicked to his inside coat pocket. 
"On this!" With white fingers that trembled, he 
extended to Crane a postal card. 

Loy goggled at the card, saw some printed lines 
and bold, black letters— U. S. Weather Bureau. 
Loy's heart pounded. The blood in his veins turned 
icy cold. The success of his entire murder scheme 
depended upon showing that Verdi relied upon the 
weather flags when he pointed the gun, Now what 
trickery was in Verdi's mind? Loy felt cold sweat 
popping out on his narrow brow. 

Chief Crane looked at the card, eyed Loy 
obliquely. "Special report from the United States 
Weather Bureau. What does this mean, Verdi?" 

Verdi stiffened, stared confusedly. "You know — 
I've told you." 

"Tell me again." 

Verdi licked his pale lips, swabbed perspiration 
from his thin face. "I had the weather bureau send 
me a report on wind directions and conditions by 
special messenger ju3t before each performance. 
I set the gun by Jhat." 

Chief Crane clapped a heavy, big-knuckled hand 
on Loy's shoulder. "So you saw Verdi looking at 
the weather fiaga— heard him talking about the 
colored flags— saw him setting the gun from the 
flags, eh, Loy?" Crane's big mouth curled into a 
mirthless, tight-lipped smile. "You've )led, and you're 
under arrest for murder! Verdi didn't rely on the 
weather flags because he couldn't read 'em. He 
can't distinguish colors — he's color-blind!" 
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P££W£E SETS HIS FIRST INSTRUCTION IN 
DRILLING- p 




NZVEH TASTED SUCH "Nj l Jj_ \ \ 






THEN THE GIRt, EXPLAINS THAT 
SHE IS JOAN MC DONALD .OWNER 
OF THE AIR CIRCUS, A! 



REGULAR STUNT FL.-YE.R. 
&OT SICK AND I GAVE THAr 
FELLOW.MONK, MASON/THE JOB, 
TODAY HE CAME INTO THE OFFICE 
HERE AND SAID HE WAS QU1TTIN& 
AND WANTED HIS CUT OF THE 
SHOW. HE DEMANDED Fl FTV 
DOLLARS,WHEN HE'D AGREED TO 
WORK FOR ySp^^- _^_ 
T EN, AND. jr/f /Ij'^f// 





i sS^BHZ'S A COOL 

(little cucum&e 




[/ / ^"WE^^^ K£s&( folks 111 


BtyESnf 


<jLa^^^ 



AS SKY SMITH CAREFULLY CONTROLS THE II 
PLANE , PLUCKY JOAN W DONALD &OES 
" 4R0UGH HER. DANGEROUS STUNTS 





TH15 15 FUNNY, SOMETHING'S 
WRONG WITH THE ENGINE.. IT'S 
SMOKIN& FOR NO REASON AT 
ALL AND I GAVE ITATHQROU&H 
GOING OVER AN HOUR 
BEFORE THE SHOW 5TARTED 





A NEW AND BIGGER 
<&**-PRIZE Catted!!! 



There are three big, handsome picture portraits of MAGNO, VULCAN, 
BLACK SPIDER, CAPT. GALLANT, or any of your other favorite SUPER- 
MYSTERY COMICS characters, just waiting for three lucky readers to win 
them. 

Any boy or girl would be proud to have one of these great portrait pictures, 
and YOU might be one of the lucky three who will get them. These portraits 
are not copies, nor prints, but LARGE SIZE, ORIGINAL DRAWINGS, made 
especially for the contest winners by our top-notch artists. EACH OF THESE 
FINE DRAWINGS WILL BE AUTOGRAPHED by the artist. They will be 
suitable for framing and make a grand decoration for the wall of your room. 

There is one way, and only one way, you can try for one of these portraits, 
and that is by entering this contest right now. Here are the VERY SIMPLE 
rules: 

CAREFULLY fill out the ballot below this announcement, and write a simple 
statement of 100 words, telling us your favorite characters in SUPER- 
MYSTERY COMICS, and why you have chosen them, and mention any new 
type of story you might like to read in this magazine. 

To each of the authors of the three best letters will go ONE OF THESE BIG 
ORIGINAL, AUTOGRAPHED PORTRAITS of the character they place first 
on their ballots. 

The contest closes April 1 0th, 1941. Duplicate awards will be made in case 
of ties. 

THIS BIG FREE SUR-PR1ZE CONTEST IS OPEN TO ALL. IT COSTS 
NOTHING TO ENTER. GET BUSY AND SEND IN YOUR LETTER AND 
BALLOT RIGHT NOW. YOU MAY BE ONE OF THE LUCKY WINNERS. 



BALLOT 



SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS 

Periodical Home, Inc. 

67 West 44th Street, New York, N. Y. 



My favorite character, in SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS are the folLcwinir, li.ted in 
order of preference. 


2 My favorite character in ANY COMIC BOOK IS 






4 




NAME 


ADDRESS . .- 





,C THE NIGHT OF THE SH3 C 
rBBSftf FIGHT BETWEEN SlFf SWOR, 
THE OWMP, Wf KHSOM WfiSDNS, THE 
COhTENDEC. 




